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| hope you like this. It's a bit of PWP smut. Im sorry about that. Unless you like it. 


"TAY-LUR" 


| heard him bellow my name and | quickly scurried into the office and stood just inside the door with my hands 
behind my back and one knee turned in. He was so cute. He was sitting at his desk, frowning at his laptop. In his 
right hand was the London Starbucks coffee mug he liked to use every day. He wore my favorite shirt today, 

a teal flannel with the sleeves rolled up to show off his gorgeous tattooed arms. He didn't bother to look up at 


me when | entered the room, which only gave me more time to stare at him. 
| finally spoke up. "Yes, Dave?" 


"What did you do with this computer? | can't even get it to pick up the wifi anymore." He finally looked up at 


me over the top of his glasses. 
"Oh" | scowled, unable to stop gazing into his big, brown eyes. "That's strange. | didn't do anything." 


He pushed his chair back and took his glasses off. | loved it when he wore his glasses. He was the most 


adorable old man I'd ever seen. 

"Fix it." He groaned. 

"Oh. Um, sure. Let's see." 

Dave didn't move when | approached the desk so | stood beside him, stooping over to lean my elbows on the 
desk. As | pulled the computer toward me a little, | glanced over my shoulder. Dave was staring at mel | almost 
let out a little squeal. Instead, | turned back to the computer, biting my lip as | looked around, opening a few 
files. 

‘Oh, | see. Somehow, it got turned off. I'll just turn it on" | clicked the wifi back on and it immediately picked up 
the signal. | was sure | blushed a little as | typed in the password. P-U-S-S-Y. "You know, you should consider 
a stronger password. That one's easy to guess." 

"Is it?" | could hear the smile in his voice. 


| stood up and turned to look down at him. "Yes, it is. You should try throwing people off." 


Dave picked up his glasses and slid them back on his face. He looked up at me with a smile. "Maybe I'll do that. 
Thanks for fixing it, Taylor." 


| knew that he was dismissing me but | couldn't move. | stood there like an idiot, smiling at him. 
"Thank you, Taylor." He repeated. 
| stammered, "Oh! Oh, right. Okay. Sure." 


| don't know what came over me. | started to giggle as | back pedaled out of the room. Just outside the door, | 
stepped to the side and groaned, gently banging my head against the wall. 


"Just tell him!" was hissed into my ear. 
| looked up to see one of the other interns, Jodi, grinning at me like a goddamned Cheshire cat. 


"Tell him what?" 


"That you want him!" 


| sighed. “Sure. It's that easy, right? Hello! He's our boss and he's Dave fucking Grohl!" 
"Yeah, so?" 


| turned around and slumped my back against the wall, rubbing my eyes with the heels of my hands. "Ugh, he's 


so cute, | want to hump his leg!" 
She laughed at me, gave me a back handed slap to my stomach, and said, "Tell him!" 
"Ow!" | snarled at her as she walked away. "Bitch!" 


"Tell who what?" It was Dave from the doorway. He had his glasses in one hand and the other braced against 


the door frame. He looked at me with an odd expression 


| jumped away from the wall and twisted at the waist, toeing the seam in the tiles on the floor. "Oh! Um, 


nothing. No one." 

"Can you come in here again? And close the door." 

| tried to clear the lump in my throat as quietly as possible when | followed him back into the office. He never 
closed this door. The fact that he told me to made my heart pound. My hand shook as | reached for the 
handle and closed the door with a soft click. 

"Lock it" 

‘lm sorry?!" | blurted out, looking at him like he must be out of his mind. 


"You heard me. Lock the door, Taylor, and come over here." 


After | turned the lock, | took a deep breath before turning around and approaching his desk | stood at the 
front of the desk and kept my eyes glued to the back of the open laptop. 


"Do you think that | dont know?" 

"Know what, sir?" | tried to speak but it came out as a squeak 

"| own this place, Taylor. | know everything that goes on here. Im always watching" 
| moved my shaking hands to the edge of the desk to have something to grip. 


Dave went on but | barely heard him because now he was moving. He came around the desk to stand behind 


me. | swallowed and closed my eyes. | swear | jumped ten feet in the air when his rough, callused fingers dove 


underneath my shirt and touched my back. 

"There's no reason to be so nervous, Taylor. We both want this, dont we?" 

At that, | quickly turned my head to look at him over my shoulder. "Do we?" 

"Oh, | think so" Dave grinned 

He started to reach for his glasses when | stopped him. "No, don't. Leave them on?" 

"What difference does it make?" He asked, "It's not like you're going to see them, anyway" 

Before | could ask, Dave's hand was on the side of my head, urging me down. | leaned over his desk, pressing 
my chest against it and resting my cheek against the cold, smooth surface. My hands still gripped the edge 
and | squeezed it, letting out a loud squeak when his open hand connected with my ass. 


"You're a naughty, little intern, arent you?" 


| blurted out a ‘No! before | could stop myself. Where was all this coming from? Why was he doing this? | 


mean, of course | wanted it. | just couldn't wrap my head around it actually happening, here and now. 


Dave laughed. "No? Are you sure about that, Taylor? Haven't | seen you checking me out? Haven't | noticed 


when you do little things like disconnect the wifi on my laptop only so you can come in here fix it?" 
| lifted my head. "I didn't!" 

He swatted again. "Are you sure?" 

"Dave!" 


When | felt him back up, away from me, | turned to look. He stood there with a grin on his face, looking 
extremely satisfied with himself. 


“Turn around and sit up on the desk." 


Wordlessly, | obeyed. | hopped up on the desk and sat with my knees together and my hands clutching the edge, 
just like | did before. Dave stepped up to me and grasped my knees, pushing them apart. His eyes latched onto 
mine and wouldn't let go. Dave leaned into me, winding one hand around the back of my neck. | could get lost in 
his eyes, they were dark and deep, never ending pools of lush, velvety chocolate. They reminded me of a soft, 
warm blanket that | could wrap myself up in When | finally was able to tear my gaze away, | simply dropped it 
to his parted lips which seemed to be closing in on mine. | was barely aware of his other hand sliding around to 
press into the small of my back and pull me right to the edge of the desk, my groin pressed into his. | let go 
of the desk and slid my hands up his chest and over his shoulders. 


| always thought you were so cute. Now | realize you're not cute. You're sexy as fuck and | want you." 


Dave lips twitched in a little smile, his eyes flickered brightly. He finally closed the gap and kissed me. His 
mouth felt and tasted exactly the way | imagined it would. His lips were satiny soft and warm and his tongue 
tasted of spearmint with a hint of coffee. | let my fingers slide into his hair as | squirmed a little closer and 
wrapped my legs around him. Dave broke the kiss and pulled back, giving me a look of surprise. 


"What?" | murmured as | drew him back to me for another long, deep kiss. 

| slid a hand between us and rubbed the heel of it against the bulge in his jeans. | still held him in a deep kiss 
while | worked to open his button and fly. | pushed his jeans open and shoved my hand in, under his Calvin Klein 
underwear. Dave groaned against my mouth and pushed into my hand. 


"Fuck, Taylor.” 


"Yes, Dave. Fuck me. Bend me over your desk and take me." | murmured as | started moving my hand faster, 


jerking him off. 


His hands were rough when they grabbed my upper arms. He stepped back and pulled me off the desk and 
spun me around. Dave pulled my pants down, right to my ankles. One hand pushed me over the desk and 
pushed my shirt up onto my back He was down on both knees behind me, his fingers spreading my ass cheeks 
apart. The next thing | felt made me want to jump and claw my way up the wall to the ceiling. His scratchy 


beard against my ass and his wet tongue licking me made me howl as jolts of pleasure ripped through me. 


"Oh, you like that, don't you?" He teased before | felt his fingers circle around my cock and stroke it while he 


returned his tongue to my hole. 

"I love it! Oh, god!" My voice sounded alien to me, urgent and high-pitched. He was driving me insane. | reached 
both arms out over my head and clutched the edge of the desk. When Dave withdrew, my body sank against 
the desk and | sighed. | turned my head to look over my shoulder. 


He wore a smirk as both of his hands landed on my back and stroked those roughened, callused fingers up and 


down, making me shudder. "Don't worry, I'm not done with you." 


Unable to stand up, unable to do much of anything, | watched him round the desk and pull the middle drawer 
open. He took out a bottle of lube and a condom. "What the hell do you have those for?" | blurted out. 


"Maybe you're not the first hot intern to throw himself at me." He replied with a wink. 
| grumbled, "Wish | would have known that weeks ago." And lay my head back down on the desk 


| heard him laughing softly as he came back around and squirted some lube on my ass, working it in with a 


finger. | reached a hand back to assist him, taking one cheek and pulling it to spread my ass. 
"| like that. Don't move." 


The sound of the condom wrapper being ripped open made me shiver. Another squirt of lube and he groaned, 
Another moment later and the head of his cock was pressing into me. His hand wrapped around my wrist 


tightly. | wanted to howl again when he stretched me and kept pushing in deeper. 

"How's that feel?" His voice was low and gravelly. 

"So good! Keep going, Dave, please!" 

"Of course I'm going to keep going. Gonna make you scream. | know what's what you want." 

Dave pulled back some and then thrust forward, sending his cock deep inside of me. | threw my head back and 
screamed his name. He didn’t relent. In fact, he drove harder and deeper, both hands gripped my hips and 
yanked me back as he drove forward. All| could do was hold onto the desk and howl. With each hard thrust, | 
screamed out. | could feel myself drifting off, floating away, deeper and deeper into a warm, hazy space. 
Abruptly, he yanked me out of it when he pulled out of me. The quick and rough withdrawal left me 


whimpering. 


"On your back." He told me as his rough hands turned soft and gentle as he guided me off the desk to turn 


around and climb back on 


Dave smiled as he used a hand to stroke over my chest and down my stomach. He wrapped his fingers around 
my dick and used his other hand to guide himself back inside of me. Dave jerked me off as he plowed my ass. 


"Fuck! Dave, fuck!" | just kept repeating, growing louder and louder. | didn't give a shit if anybody could hear me. 
In fact, | wanted the entire building to know that Dave Grohl was fucking me. 


"Sweet, little slut. You love it, don't you?" 

"Yes! Oh, god! Make me come!" 

Dave leaned over and spit on my cock, using his hand to rub it in. | could feel my orgasm coming on fast. It 
was strong and intense and | arched my back up from the hard desk, my hands clawed for anything to grab 
onto. With one final screaming howl, | emptied my balls onto my stomach, warm, wet come spurting out all 
over me. 


"That's a good boy. Look at all that delicious come. When's the last time you came, boy?" 


Panting, | lifted my head and gave him a little grin "Last night, when | jerked off, thinking about you in those 


glasses." 


Again, Dave abruptly pulled out of me. He pulled the condom off and stroked himself until he exploded against 
my stomach, his hot come pooling with mine. What he did next made my heart stop. Dave bent over and licked 
it all off me and then used a hand behind my neck to pull me up. He sealed his mouth against mine and fed me 


our come. | wound my arms around his neck and gave in to the deep kiss, lapping at his tongue. 


He broke the kiss and swallowed, giving me a chance to swallow it down, too. Then, with a big smile, he asked, 


"How was that, Taylor?" 
"So good. So fucking good" 


Dave was pulling his jeans up when | pushed myself into a sitting position. "Good. Next time you need to be 
fucked, just ask. Don't need you going around here, breaking shit” 


| burst into surprised laughter. "I said | didn't!" 


He looked at me over the top of his glasses. "Right." 


